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In New Mexico, there is a small adobe 
church named Sanctuario. Next to the 
main altar, there is a small pit filled 
with reddish brown dirt. The walls 
surrounding the pit have numerous baby 
Jesuses looking down into the pit, along 
with photos and left-behind crutches. 
They have been placed there to give 
testimony to the healing properties of 
the soil. You see, the dirt is supposed 
to be a cure-all for pain, rheumatism, 
sadness, sore throats, paralysis and has 
been useful during childbirth. In fact, so 
powerful is this dirt, it can be dissolved 
in water for the purpose of ingesting its 
healing power. (Nora Gallagher, The Sacred 
Meal, pp. 75-76) The priest is Rev. Casimiro 
Roca. He is often frustrated by all the 
attention that the dirt receives. He 
knows that the dirt is ordinary, because 
it is trucked in when the pit is empty. 
So the priest is known to say, “I have no 
faith in the dirt; I only have faith in the 
Lord.”

The multitudes in John’s sixth 
chapter could be members of the 
New Mexico church, for they put 
their faith in the wonders Jesus 
performs rather than putting 
their faith in Jesus.

From last week, we know that 
the crowds follow Jesus because of 
the signs he performs on those who 
are diseased. (6:2) They follow him up 
the mountain where every one of them 
receive from Jesus’ hand the miracle of 
the loaves and fish. From this simple 
beginning, they eat until they are full 
and in addition, there are 12 baskets 
left-over. Seeing this sign, the people 
are quick to say Jesus is a prophet, and 
not too soon after that, they decide 
Jesus should be king.

Realizing the temperament of the crowd, 
the disciples get into a boat to head to 
Capernaum. Jesus continues to do signs 
as he walks on the water to the boat in 
the midst of a storm. Initially afraid, the 
disciples are glad to receive Jesus into 
the boat.

The next day, when the crowds find 
that Jesus is absent, they follow him to 
Capernaum. They do not come to worship 
him, no, they want more signs, more 
wonders, more “magic.” It’s the danger of 
miracles, isn’t it? One is never enough.
The Israelites are a prime example. In 
the Old Testament reading, we find that 
the Israelites are delivered from the 
Egyptians. Miraculously, they are saved 
from the God-sent plagues; unbelievable, 
they escape Pharaoh’s army walking on 
dry land while God holds back the waters 
of the Red Sea. They are free from slavery, 
at last, and on their way to the Promised 
Land. Yet never satisfied with God’s 

interventions, they grumble and moan 
and murmur against their leader Moses, 
saying, “We were better off in Egypt than 
where we are now.” They are not satisfied 
with just one miracle! But God loved 
them so much, he sent quail and manna. 
Rained them down from heaven so that 
they could eat until they were full!

This is the miracle that the crowds 
reference to Jesus. They attempt to bait 
him with justifications about Moses and 
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Dear Friends,
Thank you for wanting 

to read and study these 
thoughts more 

carefully. Please know 
that I do not take full 

credit for anything that 
may be contained within, 
because I may have read 

or heard something at 
some point during my 
pilgrimage and do not 

remember its source and 
thus, cannot give the 

rightful author his/her 
credit. I pray that you 

will find inspiration and  
encouragement.

Sarah Shelton
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They do not come to 
worship him, no, they want 
more signs, more wonders, 

more “magic.” 



the Israelites caught in the wilderness with nothing 
to eat. In essence they tell Jesus that when he can 
show them the grand things of which he is capable 
(like manna and quail in the wilderness), then they 
will believe. They will rub this dirt on their hips 
until they feel their bursitis ease. They will drink 
this water and have their 
health restored. They will 
pray with Pope-blessed 
-rosaries and have their 
prayers answered. They 
will place an evangelist’s 
prayer cloth on their 
television and be healed! 
But then, this is not faith! This is magic! Hocus pocus 
kind of stuff that the multitudes request from Jesus. 
It’s like Jesus is on “America’s Got Talent!” If he can 
hold our interest now, we will keep him in the show, 
but “Jesus, the next time around you’ve got to bring 
you’re A-game to wow us with the spectacular.”

Jesus calls the crowds out on their desire. “You are 
wasting your energy looking for things that won’t 
nourish you for a life time.” Unmoved, he stands his 
ground. He keeps his integrity. He points them to the 
source of his power: “I am the bread of life,” he says, 
“those who come to me shall not hunger, and those 
who believe in me shall never thirst.”

It’s a consistent message. He gives it to the Samaritan 
woman at the well; he prays for it when he teaches 
us how to pray; and it is what he does at that table 
on the night he gathers with his friends when he 
takes the bread. He blesses the bread. He breaks the 
bread, and he shares the bread with his friends. No 
hocus pocus. Just ordinary table bread that is always 

available so we can remember Jesus not just once a 
month, but every single day. As we reach for bread, we 
remember that he is the source of all things eternal 
to nourish our souls. We remember that he is always 
available to give us strength so that we survive the 
days in the wilderness. We remember that Jesus’ 
sacrifice on the cross is represented in the bread—a 

common component of our daily diet.

I can remember days when I walked into my childhood 
home tired and hungry and before I even entered the 
door, I could smell yeast and rising dough. It meant 
that my mother was in the kitchen, and I could find 

her faithfully there with 
flour on the floor, in her 
hair and up to her elbows. 
Her glasses would be 
smudged and slightly 
askew. She’d offer her 
cheek for me to kiss and 
then she’d continue her 

task, giving herself over to the kneading, the dividing, 
the patient waiting for the yeast to do its work. There 
would be multiple bowls and pans on the kitchen 
counters with towels on top, for that the dough could 
rise. On the next day, the baking took place. Once the 
bread came out of the oven, she’d often offer me the 
heel with a bit of butter smudged on the top. Warm. 
Tasty. Full of flavor, yes, but also full of comfort and 
full of her love.

When my sisters share a bit of their sourdough bread 
starter with me, my kitchen looks a lot like Momma’s—
bowls with rising dough resting in a warm place, flour 
on the counters and my glasses smudged and slightly 
askew. I like the taste of this bread, but I don’t make 
it to receive accolades on my bread making ability. 
I make it to remember Momma, to feel her close to 
me and to remember the days of coming home to 
her and receiving her comfort and love through the 
simple acts of baking and eating bread.

It’s why Jesus gave us this table. It is not a place for 
him to perform miracles. It is a table where we can 
remember him and what he has miraculously done for 
us. It is a place to remember all the things we have 
done and survived that would never have happened 
without Jesus. It is almost like he is saying, 

Do this to remember how we healed the sick and 
cured the lepers and relieved those possessed by 
demons.

Do this to remember how we are a band of men 
and women who eat together and are a company 
of friends. (Nora Gallagher)

Do this to remember that I am the bread of life.

Do this to remember how when you are tired and 
hungry, I welcome you home.

As we reach for bread, we 
remember that he is the 

source of all things eternal to 
nourish our souls. 
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So come to the table without 
expectation of hocus pocus, 
but looking at one another, 

individually and collectively, to 
marvel at the miracle you are. 



Do this to remember who you are with me.

Do this to remember whose you are.

So come to the table without expectation of hocus 
pocus, but looking at one another, individually 
and collectively, to marvel at the miracle you are. 
Remember the stories of how God saves us while in 
the wilderness and that Jesus sustains us still with 
the bread of life.

All are welcome at this table. You do not have to be a 
member of our church to receive bread at the Lord’s 
Table. The only requirement is to be a believer who 
hungers still for the bread of life.
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